Animal Print 


Author: ofivoryandgold 

Bands: Motley Crue 

Characters: Nikki Sixx, Tommy Lee, Vince Neil 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Jun 19 2012 09:39:38 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Round | 


a motley crue fanfiction ft. nikki sixx x vince neil 


rated m for mature due to sex and bondage and blood. 


"You really shouldn't piss Nikki off like that, man," came the mock-cautionary voice of the drummer from the 
other room of the tiny excuse of an apartment that the three young musicians were sharing. "He really isn't 
someone to fuck with." 


The vocalist rolled his eyes and went back to applying the eyeliner to his lower lid He really didn't give two 
fucks if Sixx had a problem with anything that he did, as long as shit got done the way it should be done. If 
that was Sixx's way, fine. If it just so happened that Vince was the one in the right, well, Nikki could shove his 
bass up his ass for all he cared. No, they weren't friends. They were able to fake it sometimes, but it was 
rather well known amongst the band that Vince and Nikki had this blood-boiling rivalry and would probably have 
it for some time. Or until someone died or left the band. Either way, they weren't ‘brothers’ like Nikki and 
Tommy were (though, according to some things Vince had heard through that oh-so-thin wall, there was more 


than brotherhood going on between the two men. Disgusting). And he was perfectly find with that. 


"| don't have a fucking reason to be afraid of Sixx, Tommy," the blonde stated before the eyeliner pencil hit the 
sink in frustration. He'd smudged it again. He couldn't wait for the day they were famous enough for someone 
else to do his makeup. He knew they'd make it; everyone knew that they'd make it.. except for Mick, but they 
weren't sure Mick was really all there. Damned skilled player, but something really just seemed off about the 
guitarist. Regardless. "Fucking fuck" What he hadn't realized is that as he slammed the makeup down in 
frustration, it had broken. And that was his last pencil. Frustratedly tossing it in the trash, he exited the 
bathroom. "Fuck Where's Sixx's eyeliner? Mine just fucking broke." 


"Man, | wouldn't do that..." came the drummer again, but he only tossed up a hand partially covered in a black 
motorcycle glove as he walked through the horrid, dirty excuse of a living room and towards the bedroom 
that Sixx and Lee were currently sharing. They hardly had the money for rent on a tiny, two-bedroom place, 
let alone individual bedrooms. It seemed logical that the guys that liked (‘liked") one another would be so 
agreeable as to cohabitate a living space. That gave Vince his own room, because Mick was too damned smart 
to live with three teenaged males. Good for him. More space for the vocalist. He hated sharing; he hadn't been 
spoiled, but damnit, he should be. He was the face of this up-and-coming glam band, and he had to take care 
of that space. 


"Whatever. l'll find it myself." 


"Don't say | didn't warn you, Vince," cautioned the drummer again before he disappeared into their tiny half- 
kitchen to retrieve not food, but alcohol. (Seriously, they could hardly afford rent, and any spending money 
ended up in makeup, hair care, and hard liquor.) Again, Vince didn't feel in any way obligated to listen to the 
dark-haired man and entered the disaster zone of the second bedroom. The master bedroom was, obviously, 
Vince's. He wouldn't budge on that. His name was the first on the lease, after all, so really it was his 


apartment. 


It wasn't like this was the first time that Vince had walked into the other bedroom to take one thing or 
another: make up, lube, condoms, the television remote, and more than once his pants and he still had no 
fucking clue how that worked out. So he really didn’t think it was that big of a deal, standing here and rooting 
through one of the drawers that Sixx had declared a ‘junk drawer" (as if everything they owned wasn't 
pathetic junk) attempting to find an eyeliner pencil that wasn't somehow jacked up. Furthermore, he did not 
much care when he heard someone entering the room behind him. It was probably just Tommy to try and 
shoo him out. He wasn't scared of Sixx. He never had been, and he wouldn't be. Just because he was taller than 
Sasquatch, he didn't really have any right to lord over anyone. Just because Lee would (and probably had, 
thought Vince with a shudder) bend over backwards for the bassist, that didn't mean anyone else had to do 
shit for him. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" 
Whoops. 


That wasn't Tommy's voice. 


Under normal circumstances, he was sure he would have jumped a little. But he was determined to make a 
point, that point being one he had recently said to Tommy mere minutes earlier: that he was not and would not 
be intimidated by Sixx. He was all hair, anyway, as far as the blonde was concerned. So he painted the best 
not-giving-a-fuck look across his face as he stood upright from his slightly bent over position to look at the 
taller man, He'd be a fucking liar if he said that his heart didn't beat a bit faster. Okay, so maybe he was a bit 
afraid of Nikki. 


But only a litle. 
"My eyeliner pencil broke. | was going to borrow yours." 
"Like fuck you were. | hate you being in my room. Get out of here." 


Again, there was part of Vince (hitherto revered to as sanity) urging him to seriously, get out of there. Nikki 
had, obviously, been drinking (when hadn't he?) and this would probably end up going very south very soon. But 
Vince was not listening to sanity. Instead, another siren (called stupidity) was singing in his ear. And it just so 
happened that stupidity (and her partner in crime, dumb luck) had gotten the blonde a lot further than sanity. 
And so instead of ducking his head and walking out of his room, as sanity and probably Tommy would have 
suggested, he folded his arms tight over his chest and narrowed his dark brows. 


"You don't fucking tell me what to do." 


It was almost worth the look on the face of the black-haired musician. Rarely, very rarely was Vince able to 
see that look on his face, let alone be the cause of it, and he would be damned if he didn't feel some pride in it. 
It was a look of disbelief that anyone stood up to him. That's right, Sixx, he wasn't scared. (But in all honestly, 
he probably should have been) 


"Yes, | fucking do. And if you're smart, you'll fucking listen. Get the fuck out” 


Vince watched as the sentence was punctuated by the tall, lank form pointing at the doorframe. There wasn't a 
door there. It was probably halfway across the country or in a dumpster by now. Really, they didn't 
remember what the hell had happened to it. They just knew that the door wasn't there anymore and, instead, 
they'd stapled up a sheet (stained with god knows what) to the door frame. Good enough, considering privacy 
was really something that didn't exist when there were three bachelors sharing one small apartment. Doubly 


so when they also shared a career in a band. 
"Are you going to fucking make me?" 


It seemed that any time the blonde showed the slightest thing resembling a spine to Nikki, he didn't like it. The 
bassist was a control freak. In his mind, everyone should be just like Tommy, willing to essentially do anything 
that he wanted just to keep him pleased. And any time Vince balked at that idea because, really, it was the 
biggest load of horse shit he had ever heard, this is what happened. Though this was one of the first time 
that things had turned physical so quickly and without the throwing if beer bottles.. or other empty liquor 


bottles. Mainly because Tommy had just cleaned the room and gotten rid of all the glass wares. Fantastic 
timing, as far as the vocalist was concerned. Not that he would ever thank Tommy for anything, or anyone 


else for that matter. 


No, unfortunately, the only physical thing that happened was that he soon felt a stronger-than-he-expected 
hand on his shoulder as he was roughly shoved away from the dresser that he had been rooting through. 
After stumbling over some leather high-heeled boots (that he couldn't really tell if they were Tommy's or 
Nikki's, given that he was fairly sure the two shared clothes, anyway) he found himself roughly coming to 
half-sit half-lay on the bed that he knew the two men shared. In more ways than one. The thought made him 
shudder in an unpleasant manner, but before he could get up to leave after opting it was probably a bad idea 


to poke a caged tiger, he found that said tiger was now bloxking the exit of the room. This was great. 


Maybe Tommy was, for once, in the right, and he shouldn't have stepped on toes. He and Sixx had already 
argued earlier today, and now things were just getting exasperated. And things really weren't going to get any 
better from this point out. None the less, he was able to stand up to his full height.. which was still rather 
unimpressive compared to the massive amount of bassist that was standing between him and his singular 
escape route. There was a window, but he didn't feel like trying to kill himself right now. Sure, Sixx was starting 
to get to him, but he wasn't that far under his skin just yet. But it seemed that no sooner had he managed to 
stand up on his own two feet than Sixx had pushed him back down again, having grabbed.. something from, 


somewhere, he hadn't really been paying attention 


"I can make you shut your fucking mouth, asshole," he heard the bassist growling before suddenly he seemed 
to be rendered speechless by the fact a grey-tone leopard print bandanna was serving as an impromptu gag. 
And try as he might, his painted nails just were just not able to claw the material free of his lips (and he 
would be lying if one of his first thoughts wasn't in regards to the fact this would really fuck up his lipstick). 
He was not really the strongest one in the group, so he couldn't really do much to overpower anyone. Rather 
akin to a Chihuahua, Vince had always been all talk and very little action when it came to fighting. "Look at how 
fucking easy that was. 


He was gagged. Sixx had pushed him down on this disgusting bed that he and Lee had done God knows what in 
and stuck a bandanna in his mouth that was probably not anything resembling clean and managed to affix it 
into a makeshift gag before he could even think. For a moment he just had to muse that, shit, this man had 
done this before or else he would have had a more difficult go of it. Then he really remember that there was 
far more pressing shit he needed to deal with. Like the fact that he was gagged and laying on a bed that had 
been used for all sorts of debauchery and there really wasn't a way out. His hands went from clawing at the 
fabric in his mouth to the arms and hands of the bassist. Unfortunately, his nails were short, so he wasn't 
doing much damage, but he was at a point he would try anything. Even yelling out to Tommy for help. Though 
it came out more as "mmmphy!" given that he wasn't exactly able to talk around a bandanna. And it seemed 
that such only made the looming bassist laugh before he grabbed the wrists of the hands that were trying to 


find a way to freedom. 


| told you I'd shut you up.” 


As much as he really wanted to shoot back some sort of snarky retort, he was muted, and he realized that if 
he just shut up maybe he would get out of this. Maybe. Probably not, knowing Nikki, but it was the thought 
that counted. Right. In theory. That, and he refused to give the taller man the gratification of making him 
squirm in any way. He hardly even bothered to try and squirm his wrists away. Something about a cat 
eventually losing interest if the mouse just gave up, something he'd read somewhere in some book. Whatever. 


"You're not half bad to look at when your mouth isn't fucking moving. Maybe if you were on your stomach | 
could pretend you were a chick. You hair's long enough," he heard the bassist droning above him as one hand 
pulled at his carefully dyed blonde hair. Ow. His only response was to shut his formerly wide eyes and bite 
down on the bandanna in his mouth: that had really, really hurt. "Aw, did | hurt you? Little bitch." 


Well, it had hurt, and he had tried to not make it obvious that it hurt, but it was pretty clear where exactly 
that had gotten him. He only bit down on the bandanna again to try and drown out any other response that he 
could have given. Not that his responses would be that varied, given they were limited to mmph and other 
such muffled sounds. And he wouldn't even give Sixx that dignity, damnit all. He just purposefully turned his 
head away-only to quickly have it yanked back, his scalp again on fire with the pain of his hair being forcibly 
pulled Ow. So he apparently was not allowed to look away from Nikki. Duely noted. That didn't mean he actually 
had to look at him. As it was, he was doing anything to divert his gaze from the green eyes that seemed to 
just leer down at him, like an animal eyeing its prey. And that is exactly what he felt like: prey. Like the mouse 
that was pinned by the cat. And he knew that. And he knew that Nikki knew that. As much as he tried to not 
allow such to show on his face. Nikki felt it and, again, he knew he felt it. The air was thick with it. 


"Who's in charge now, huh?" he heard that growling voice above him. Still, he refused to dignify Sixx's behavior 
with eye contact. He wouldn't do it. Period. End of discussion. There was no way that he would look into those 
eyes that were so full of glee at the fact that he had indeed shut up the mouthy vocalist. That he'd gotten 
him to a disadvantage despite his insistence that he was the one that ran the entire show. Not that anyone 


but Vince really believed that; Nikki was the control freak. Nikki held the reins. In a literal sense, right now. All 


control had been taken away from the vocalist and he knew it. 
But that didn't mean he would admit it. 
"That's right, you can't fucking talk. Bitch. | like you a lot more with your mouth closed” 


Again he made something of an attempt to look away before he was pulled back into that green eyed gaze. Yes, 
they were somewhat in a rivalry and it was well know that they hated each other, but the green eyed 
monster above him was pushing that a bit far. It almost scared Vince-genuinely scared him-to think of where, 
exactly, Nikki was gonna go with this. Obviously, just telling Nikki that he had control wasn't going to get him 
out of this. 


There was a moment, just a brief, little moment that his arms were freed from the vice-like grip of the 
bassist's fingers around his wrists. But he could hardly so much as sit up before there was more material 
around his wrists-skull print, this time, how cute of Nikki to mix it up a little-and he found himself bound. 
Really, he was a bit scared by how damned good the bassist was at this, and it really made him worry for the 


future. Regardless, he couldn't make a break for it because this time, it wasn't a bandanna. It was a long scarf, 
long enough to wrap around the rickety, and in more than one spot broken, bed frame and make sure the 
vocalist couldn't get out. Again, he was entirely too good at this, even with Vince trying to wiggle and pull from 
beneath him. He was, in no uncertain terms, pretty much fucked and at the whim of the bassist. But he was 
able to do one thing. 


When the black-haired man had turned his attention away for so much as a split second, he drew his legs up 
between their torsos and was able to push Sixx off for just a moment. It was a small act of defiance that was 
really akin to using a watering can on a house fire, it really didn't do much and if anything it made it worse. 
And make it worse was exactly what the action of rebellion had caused, because very soon the green-eyed 


monster was looming over him again, looking all the more infuriated 
"You son of a bitch." 


The tone was entirely too calm to be Nikki after having just been forcibly shoved off, and that, to be frank, 
scared the shit out of Vince. It was one thing when the bassist was erratic and wild, but another thing when 
he was entirely silent and calm. That was like the eye of the storm. From here on out, it was only going to be 


a downward spiral and it was going to get worse. 


And honestly all he could think of was, exactly, where the fuck Tommy was and why he hadn't stuck his nose 
into the commotion. Usually if Nikki was involved, one could count on his terror twin to be right on his heels, 
but apparently not during things like this.. and Vince had to admit that, yes, he was pretty thankful for that 
because he wasn't exactly sure what harm or good the drummer would do in this situation. He was unable to 


imagine he would make it any worse, though. 


It seemed like the bassist could feel his thoughts, given that momentarily after the ideas of ‘make it worse’ 
ran though his head, the entire situation was worsened. Hands clasped around his throat and his already 
decreased breath intake due to the gag was further minimized as fingers twined around his flesh. Shit. He 
couldn't breathe. What the hell was wrong with Sixx that he was doing this? Oh. Right. He wasn't sober, but 
when was he ever sober? All that the vocalist was able to do was gasp into the bandanna that restricted his 
speech and squirm, but he knew better than to try and kick Nikki away again. That was exactly what had 
gotten him into this situation and he may be slow on the uptake (really, really slow when it came to Sixx's 
behavior) but he didn't want to end up with any more bruises than he already would have. Especially on his 


neck. Makeup really only covered up so much. 


While he knew it was really only, in all likelihood, a few minutes of asphyxiation, he felt as though it went on 
forever and when breath was able to again get into his body the light of life washed over him. Perhaps he was 
a bit dramatic, but Vince had always been on the diva side of things, and he didn't have any qualms about that. 
Honestly, he was just glad to be able to breath and allow his vision to clear up from the black cloud that had 
settled in around his vision. It did honestly take a lot to truly frighten the vocalist, and more often than not, 
the dark-haired bassist was able to do that.. as much as he tried to deny it and hide it. It happened. Especially 
during their ongoing power struggles, their incessant need to both be the leader when they knew that only one 


could be in charge. 


"Will you ever fucking learn?" How was it that Nikki was able to make him feel like an ignorant child? Honestly, 
he wasn't exactly stupid, he may not exactly be the collegiate scholar that some people (notably no one in this 
band) were, but he wasn't an idiot and yet the bassist made him feel like one. Maybe that's why he got so 
pissed off by him so easily; maybe that's why their rivalry bothered him so much. He didn't know, he may 
never know, but he wasn't in a position to be doing any sort of arguing of either side right now. He wasn't in a 
position to be doing much of anything but being tied up and letting the bassist do whatever he wanted, and 


that idea of utter powerlessness made his stomach churn. 


"How many times have | tried to teach you a lesson?" came the growling-purr of the bassist as he leaned 
down to practically speak directly into the ear that was partially obscured by bleach-blonde hair. Obviously, he 
noticed when the vocalist quickly sucked in air through his nose, a sharp intake of breath as his entire body 
tightened and his hands gripped onto the scarf that bound him to the bed. No. Try as his body might to 
convince him otherwise, he refused to believe that the breath that was rolling down his neck was causing him 
to become physically aroused. He did not enjoy this. He hated it. The loss of power, the inability to control the 
situation, it didn't turn him on, it pissed him off, or at least he tried to convince himself of that with minimal 
luck. And given that he was in a very snug pair of pants, it was entirely too obvious for his liking. And as he 
attempted to hope against hopes that the dark haired man wasn't going to notice, he knew he would, and he 
dreaded every second of it with his held breath. Breathing was hard enough through a most likely unclean 


bandanna, holding his breath was only making it worse. 
"You don't fuck with Nikki Sixx, Vince. You just don't want to cross me. This is what happens when you do." 


This would be a lot more bearable, Vince realized, if the damned bassist didn't insist on practically cooing into 
his ear. Well, cooing wasn't the right word. But neither was growling or purring, so he wasn't exactly sure what 
he should call it. Unpleasant and oddly arousing was most likely the best way to articulate it, and he really 
couldn't think of a more to-the-point word for that. Though it seemed that the few moments he was trying 
to find a word to pin to the tone in the bassists voice, the taller man took note of the problem the vocalist 
was trying to desperately to make go away. 


"You're a little freak, aren't you?" he heard the man inquire. And he was given perhaps three seconds to think 
about what possible meaning that phrase could have before he felt Sixx's hand groping him. There was now not 
the slightest bit of uncertainty as to what, exactly, the man had meant. He was calling Vince a freak because 
he was entirely too turned on by being tied up and gagged by another man. Not that he was gay. The vocalist, 
for all the pink lipstick and high heels, would insist six ways until Sunday that he was only interested in women. 
Therefore, the fact that he was so damn turned on by this could be explained only by one thing: Sixx looked 


like a women, Well, they all kind of looked like women. Blame the glam movement. "You're fucking hard” 


As much as the blonde would have loved to retort a snarky comment, he was still gagged. God damnit. He 
really had no idea it would be this annoying to have to not talk. Maybe now he was just realizing how mouthy 
he was. Not that this would change anything, of course, but none the less it gave him food for thought. 
Maybe he thought too much. Especially in situations such as this one. He really shouldn't be as calm as he 


was, but maybe there was probably still a deep down part of him that didn’t think that Nikki would go too far. 


That this was just some stupid assertion of dominance and he would be free to go before things were too 
carried away, right? Right? It wasn't like Sixx was going to-he didn't even want to entertain the idea of what 
else the bassist might be planning. All he could do was attempt to pull away as best he could from the man, 
trying to lean away, to pull away, any effort to break this unwanted physical contact. 


But when he was groped again, his body arched ever so slightly, his teeth bit down hard on the leopard print 
material that was jammed into his mouth. Okay, so he was turned on by the fact his control had been totally 
taken away, but didn't anyone with a bit of a controlling streak in them delight in the same thing? That's at 
least how he was able to legitimize it in his head He wasn't really into Sixx. Not at all. There was just some 
sort of animalistic rivalry between them and it just seemed that the bassist was feeding on that strange and 


feral nature that they were aware of.. 


"You're such a little whore, Vince," he heard the bassist growl again. Once again he was unable to respond (fuck 
this fucking gag) but it wasn't like he would have been able to speak up before what happened, happened. He 
felt the bassist readily readjust him by forcing him to roll over. No longer as he looking up at the black haired 
male, but staring at a pillow with no case and God know how many stains or unknown origins. This just made 
things worse, in the mindset of the vocalist; he couldn't keep his eye on what the bassist was doing. All he 
could do was attempt to turn his head, and even that was quickly rectified as a long, slender fingers twisted 
into his blonde hair and forced him to face forward again, to not see anything the man was doing. And it made 
his stomach churn in a very unpleasant and nerve-racking way. Maybe it could have been fun rivalry until 
now, but this was pushing things so far. Any attempt to pull his arms or legs under him was prevented: Nikki 
was holding him down. Control was gone. Totally and utterly gone. And it made him feel a little bit sick. Well.. 
more than a little bit, it was quite a sizeable amount of nausea that was getting to him. This was too far-and 


there was no way he could tell Nikki about that. 
"You don't even fight back. That's a little disappointing, but whatever... 


He was far more elated than he should have been when Nikki moved away for a moment. Not that he was 
going to really make any sort of effort to free himself, because he was tired out from pulling against the 
restraints on his wrists... he didn't even realize that he'd been doing it in the first place. Damnit. At least it 
wasn't rope and he wouldn't have to worry about rope burn. That would have been a literal and metaphorical 


pain. 
"I think you fucking like it" 


As though it was a punctuation, he felt Nikki's hand grab tight onto his ass through the tight pants, causing 
him to yelp just a bit into the bandanna in his mouth. That was probably the first noise he had made, other 
than hissing breaths every once in a while due to pain or having his cock squeezed. Immediately he regretted it 
and it was as thought he could feel the grin that spread over the lips of the dark haired man, and he was 
very thankful that his face was buried in the disgusting pillow as opposed to being in a position where Nikki 
could see the expression on his face. If anything, he felt the need to press his face further as thought he 
could drive away any sort of negativity that was going on in the outside world. He didn't want to be here. He 
didn't want Sixx to be touching him like this. Hell, he didn't want the bassist to be touching him at all, personal 


space was a big fucking deal, which is why he insisted on having his own damn room and his own damn space. 
Sharing a bathroom with another known diva was bad enough. 


For once, maybe Tommy was right and he should have just left the makeup alone and used a knife to sharpen 
his pencil or something. It would have been a lot easier.. and he probably wouldn't have ended up in this 


compromising position. A position that he was pretty sure was only to get worse- 


And it was going to get worse. He should have really tried to get out of Sixx's grip when he felt hands moving 
around to undo the button-fly of the pants that he was wearing, but there really wasn't much that he was 
able to do. Even if he had somehow been able to get his knees under him, he didn't have the ability to push 
the bassist off of him. The vocalist was pretty much beat at this point, and he knew it.. even if he was never 
going to admit it. No matter what he did at any point in his life, there was no way he would ever admit that 
the dark haired man had bested him. 


"You're such a little fucking whore, aren't you, Vince? Jesus Fuck, you probably like this." 


Sure, he could have snapped back snarky remarks regarding the fact the Nikki was the one doing all this of his 
own accord, so if anyone liked it, it was the bassist.. but again, leopard print gag in his mouth really did a 
number of muting him. As the snug fit denim was pulled from the curve of his ass, he braced himself for the 
worse, closing his eyes tight for a moment until he felt the old mattress shift and heard it groan as the 
bassist's weight was removed from it. And he was alone. What the fuck. He was able to wiggle just slightly so 
that his head was turned towards the door in time to see the smirking, black-haired musician exiting the room 
to.. he didn't know. There were dozens of things he could be doing, but Vince didn't much like the idea of a 
single one of them. But the one thing that he was doing was giving the vocalist a chance to try and get himself 
free. Pants around his knees and all. Regardless, he was sure if he just managed to get his black-painted 


fingernails into the folds of the material in the scarf that held him to the bed, he would be able to get free. 


About ten minutes of that and he realized Sixx probably planned to leave him tied up and had eliminated the 
majority of quick escapes. Alright then. He could at least get the gag out of his mouth, if he was able to push 
himself up to where his tied hands could get it out of his mouth. That would work. It wasn't like his legs were 
tied down or anything. He wasn't sure what getting the gag loose would do to help him get untangled, but 
maybe he could use his teeth to un-knot the scarf. Or, fuck, tear the damn scarf. It wasn't his. He didn't give 
that much of a fuck about it. And yet it seemed just as his hands had managed to pull the material away 
from his mouth, there were hands on him again, grabbing his hips and pulling him back down and away. 


Mindfully before he could free his mouth or wrists. 


Wouldn't it have been funny if Sixx was just looming outside the doorway waiting for this exact moment? Just 
to snatch triumph from the hands of the vocalist and grin down at him? Vince knew that was very likely what 
happened, but he still let out something of a grunt as the slightest taste of freedom was pulled from him and 
he was left here, tied, and in an awkward position with his knees tucked under him. Honestly, he shouldn't have 
been surprised when the bunched up denim around his knees was joined by more fabric. Probably a scarf. Is 

that where Nikki had gone? To go fetch another scarf? The idea made him grimace a bit, but not as bad as he 


grimaced when the new scarf joined the skull-print one around his wrists, successfully tying his legs under him 


and making things even less comfortable. He would reiterate a point here: Sixx was way too good at tying 
people up. What the hell did he do with those chicks that he brought home all the time? Okay, maybe he didn't 
really want to know. Not that he could have asked even if he did want to. 


Blessedly (well, depending on how one wanted to look at it) he was not given much time to think on the topic as 
suddenly all of his senses were sent adrift in a sinking ship in a sea full of pain. He felt something pressing 
inside of him and while his mind told him exactly what it was, he was exceedingly reluctant to believe it. There 
was simply no way, not a single way, that their animalistic give-and-take of power and control had boiled down 
to this; it wasn't possible. Couldn't be possible. Vince refused to believe that it was possible, but when he felt 
the intrusion sliding further in and felt a hand gripping to the curve of his hip, punctuated with a long breath 
from what he knew to be Nikki Sixx's mouth, he was faced with a very painful (in all senses of the word, ha) 
truth: Sixx had taken everything one step too far. Being tied up with one thing, being used like a whore was 
another. What he wouldn't give to be able to turn around and clock Sixx in the fucking jaw right now, but 
honestly, he was just in so much sudden pain that he wasn't sure he'd be able to do anything but writhe and 
whimper for some time to come. It hurt. It really, really fucking hurt, given that it was rather well known that 
the man that was currently violating him was not ill-endowed. He wasn't Tommy, but he was probably 
considerably bigger than Vince. He didn't exactly sit around comparing dick sizes with the other guys. Tommy 
and Nikki probably did that, but he rarely poked his head in on those conversations. 


It didn't matter how big it was. It was bit enough to be exceedingly painful and cause him to whine lowly and 
feel tears bite at the corner of his eyes. It was tears of a lot of things: embarrassment, hate, frustration, 
and, oh, pain. He wasn't in a position where he shouldn't be crying, given how everything was going. Given the 
fact he couldn't even managed to move away due to the hand that had an entirely too tight grip on his hips 
right now. All his mind could focus in on was this situation: here he was, tied to Nikki's bed with scarves and 
gagged with a bandanna, his head pressed fast into a pillow that was probably entirely too filthy to even be 
slept on. But he hated it. He hated Nikki Sixx all the more for this-if that damned bassist thought that tying 
him up and fucking him was going to place him indefinitely in the dominant, he knew that wasn't going to 
happen. Vince would just-have to figure out a way to top him. Metaphorically. He wouldn't sink to Sixx's games, 
and he was well aware that he probably couldn't physically best the man anyway, so something like this was 
just not logically as position that he would end up in. No position pun intended. 


"That wasn't as hard as | thought," he heard the man growling above him. "I'd swear you'd been fucked before." 


All he could do was grit his teeth, bite down on the bandanna, and try to just not think about what was going 
on. Maybe then it would be over. 


"You're pretty good at being a little blonde bitch when your mouth is shut. Maybe we should do this more 
often-save the trouble of going down to the Sunset Strip to get a hooker." 


There was just something about Sixx's jabs that were getting to him a lot worse than normal; maybe because 
he already felt as though as low he was going to get. His body was shaking from the sheer point of how 
overwhelmed he was with everything that was going on: trembling with hatred for six, shaking from pain, 


everything, everything just collapsing on him and threatening to crush him out of existence. But there just 


wasn't that much luck in his life. He couldn't just be squashed out of existence in a time like this. No, he had to 
suffer the entire event in vivid detail. In his deepest stomach he had this nagging fear that Nikki wouldn't even 
remember it, given God knows what he was on now, not like Vince usually gave a shit. But this was a bit much. 
This was pushing it, he told himself as he ripped his fingers into the only thing he could grab, that being the 
pillow. He heard the fabric starting to give way and was able to entertain that at least there was some 
payback, though God knows Nikki would just go out and steal a new pillow. He would never understand how he 
and Tommy seemed to be able to get the five-finger discount on everything. 


Honestly, his mind could only drift so far before he was jolted back to reality by the penetration of his ass. 
There was really no way to put it in any more eloquent terms: Nikki Sixx had tied him up and was, against his 
will, fucking him in the ass. This wasn't where he saw their hateful relationship going, nor the direction he 


wanted it to take for any reason. There was no need for this. There was just.. 
"Goddamn, Vince, you're fucking tight. Sorry if | make you bleed." 


Of course he knew well that Sixx was not sorry, and he wouldn't be sorry. Hell, he was fairly sure that sorrow 
was not in the emotional or mental spectrum of the bassist. But the idea of bleeding was really something he 
didn't want to approach from any direction or in any feasible way. Sure, part of him already knew he most 
likely was going to be bleeding because there was a large insertion in a place it didn't belong (and wasn't 
wanted) but to be reminded of it was enough to make him flinch. And, of course, yelp when he felt the 
insertion beginning to move. Every time he felt movement he made some sort of low whining noise or other 
unpleasantly into the makeshift gag. And he knew that warm liquid sliding from him was blood. Great, now his 
blood would be joining the stains on this disgusting mattress. God, it hurt. It hurt so bad that honestly he 
couldn't wrap his head around the idea that some dudes and chicks liked this. Maybe he'd think twice about it 
in the future. Probably not, but still 


Though there was a sharp intake of breath when he felt something within him stimulated for just a second. 
That was about the closest thing to pleasure he got out of the entire ordeal, and it seemed that as soon as it 
was stimulated and he clenched that Sixx was readily going to avoid that spot. Fine by him. He didn't want to 
associate pleasure of any sort with the damnable bassist. There was more stinging, though, from the corners 
of his eyes. Fuck. He really hoped the other wouldn't notice him crying but it hurt because, while Nikki was not 
exactly endowed as Tommy, he was big and it hurt. It hurt like hell and he just wanted it to be over. 


And eventually, it was. Finally it ended after seeming like it dragged on for hours. The bastard hadn't even had 
the decency to pull out, so as he did remove himself from the thoroughly abused body of the singer, there 
was a trickle of both blood and Sixx's disgusting seed down his tanned thighs. The feeling made Vince want to 


retch, but he dare not show any sort of weakness. 
"Now, Vince, I'd say | fucking won that one. Wouldn't you agree?" 
Even as the ties were undone, Vince couldn't bring himself to do anything but ball up the fabric and throw it 


away. But that was only after he heard the footfalls of the bassist leaving the room. He felt sick, but he was 
in too much pain to get up and attempt to make it to their filthy excuse of a bathroom to vomit. And he had 


a feeling if he tossed his cookies in the floor of the drummer and bassist's room, this little night would 
probably repeat itself, but only much worse. He hated that idea more than anything so he simply tried to quell 


the nausea. 


Sitting up didn't do any good, he realized as he was halfway upright, so he was content for the time being to 
just lay there. He'd heard the door open and close, so he assumed that Sixx was gone. Hopefully with Tommy. 


Leave him there for his shame for a little while, to nurse the wounds as best he could 


And to plot payback on Sixx. He was down, but not out. And he refused to let the bassist lord a ‘win’ over him 


for very long. 


